CALL   NO   MAN   HAPPY

would jump into the ocean fully clothed. I have seen him with my
own eyes, during a luncheon at his home, get up, strike a match and
set fire to the curtains because the conversation was languishing.

One day when he was an undergraduate at Cambridge and was
crossing the courtyard of Trinity, a Hindu student whom he did not
know tapped him on the shoulder. Maurice Baring turned around.

*Oh, I beg your pardon,' gasped the student, 'I thought you were
Mr. Godavery.

'I am Mr. Godavery/ Maurice replied calmly.

These stories about Maurice amused me, but I much preferred his
serious side and I kept urging him to write the serious, moving and
profound novels for which he was fitted by nature. Daphne Adeane
rewarded my expectations, and I introduced this book to die French
public by a preface.

I was received in other homes in London. Lady Oxford and Mrs.
Greville introduced me to men of politics; Lady Colefax to men of
letters. It was at her home that I first met Rudyard Kipling whom I
had admired so much. I was not disappointed. Kipling talked like
Kipling. Kipling was a Kipling character. He was the first to put
me on my guard against the optimistic pacifism which was then
disarming England:

'Don't forget,1 he said, 'that countries always end by resemb
their shadows/

This sentence seemed to me sibylline at the time; history proved it
to be prophetic. Later in 1928 he invited me to come and see him
at Burwash where he had an old house which had belonged to an
Elizabethan ironmaster, and a wonderful garden. It was the country
described in Puck ofPook's Hill. But this book had been written for
his son who had disappeared in that same battle of Loos which had
been my baptism of fire. His death had stabbed Kipling even to the
quick of his creative power and he was doing almost no writing.
I found him discontented with his own country, uneasy about mine,
excessively clairvoyant and prophesying misfortunes. But to see
and to touch a man whom I had so long considered superhuman
intoxicated me.
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